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carriage, at least as like a liearse as a Venetian
gondola is like a coffin, consisting, as it does, of
a shallow open body, richly gilded, without
springs, and mantled by a canopy, sometimes of
black cloth, and sometimes of a less gloomy
colour. The slow and heavy oxen, that com-
monly draw these carriages, do not differ more
from the agile horses of Attica than do the
Turks from the Athenians, a contrast by which
I was, no doubt, the more impressed on account
of my recent residence at Athens. la place of
the merry laugh, the flashing eye, and the
elastic gait, there was in each Turk whom I
met an expression of melancholy self-possession,
which could hardly have been more pronounced
had he been invariably under the influence of
opium. In place of billiards or dice, or any
active game, the everlasting pipe, long or short,
crooked or straight, was the resource of those
who had no other occupation, and of many who
had Buying and selling, bargaining and con-
versing, seemed to be carried on in a state of
somnambulism. Pleasure itself seemed a serious